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away and pulling his hand out of Mishka's cold, sweaty
hand, he said :
" You wave your tail like a snake ! All right, I won't tell
anybody, I'll have pity on your foolishness. But don't let
me see any more of you, I can't stand the sight of you. You
swine ! You've sold yourself to the Jews, and IVe got no
pity on such as sell themselves for money."
Mishka smiled abjectly and miserably in the darkness,
though Soldatov could not see his smile, as he could not
see Mishka's tightly-clenched fists.
They parted without another word, Koshevoi frenziedly
whipped up his horse and galloped off in search of his drove.
In the east lightning was flickering, and thunder rolling.
T^he storm passed over the steppe that same night.
Towards midnight a wind sprang up and went raging over
the ground, dragging a chilliness and a bitter dust after it
like a curtain. The sky was overcast. The lightning scattered
the piled masses of dark cloud, there was a long silence, and
then in the distance a premonitory roll of thunder, A
granular sowing of rain began to beat down the grass. By
the gleam of a second flash of lightning, Koshevoi saw the
clouds heavily, menacingly black in the sky, and on the
earth his horses gathered into a bunch. The thunder broke
with a terrifying roar, and he rain suddenly poured down
in torrents.
The steppe murmured vaguely, the wind tore the cap from
Mishka's head and forced him to bend down over his saddle-
bow. For a minute there was a rocking silence, then the
incendiary lightning flamed again across the heaven, leaving
a still more palpable darkness. The next thunder-clap was
so loud and rolling that Mishka's horse sat back on its
haunches, then reared on its hind legs. The horses in the
drove began to stamp their hoofs. Pulling on the reins with
all his strength, Mishka shouted in the attempt to cheer
them :
"Stopj   Whoa!"
By the sugary-white ^igzag of lightning that flickered
through the clouds he saw the drove turn and gallop furiously
towards him, their noses almost touching the ground. Their
dilated nostrils drew in the air in great gasps, and their
unshod hoofs drummed muffledly on the earth. Bakhar was
in front, coming on at top speed* Koshevoi pulled his horse